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VISITING EVERY FLOWER WITH LABOUR MEET, 


AND.GATHERING ALL ITS TREASURES, SWEET BY SWEET.” 
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The Intelligent Traveller ; 


OR; 
HUMAN NATURE DISPLAYED. 


(Continued. ) 


A MODEST blush of pleasure overspread 

the features of my fair companion as I declared 
my resolution of hearing the close of her in- 
teresting tale. Yet she onee more intreated 
she might not devain me; and, with a modest 
air, apologised for having trespassed upon my 
time. 
i took her hand and involuntary pressed it, 
as | reconducted her to her seat.—She had, as 
Sterne says, touched the chord of tenderness, 
and I found myseif peculiarly interested in her 
tale ‘ Proceed, i intreat you;” said 1, “ for I 
merely lose a few shiilings by resigning my 
place ; and by the pleasure I shail receive in 
hearing the close of your history, I shall myself 
be ampiy repaid.’ 

“ Though | fear you will be ill requited: for 
the interest you take in my story,” replied 
Ejizu, yet I am ready to comply with your 
desires; but so confused is my mind, and so 
vay ue are my ideas, that I entirely forget where 
b ictt off.” 

«“ It was at a critical moment,” said I, “ for 
Edward had just informed you, that if you did 
not become his wife, he was resolved to gratily 
his brutal passion without loss of time.’”’ * Crizz- 
cal moment, indeed!” repeated Eliza, with a 
deep drawn sigh, “and one never tobe forgotten 
until life and memory fails ! Once more, how- 
ever, 1 resolved to try the power of persuasion ; 
and, again falling upon my knees, I implored 
him not to trifle with his own happiness, or to 
destroy my peace. As well might I have bade 
the tempest to cease its fury, or the waves of 
the agitated ocean not to rise; for his counten- 
ance was suddenly overclouded with resent- 
ment, and in a tone of authority he commanded 
the priest to retire. Stay ! stay! I implore and 
conjure you!” I exclaimed, catching the imagi- 
nary clergyman by the coat; I will, indeed 
I will become the wife of Edward: and may 
the Almighty enable me to return his love. !” 

“As I said this 1 dropped on my. knees be- 
fore him: he raised me with tenderness, and 
pressed me to his heart. The servant who ac- 
companied us was called in, who performed 
the office of father, and I firmly believed our 

ales were entwined in one. 

“ When I arose the next- morning I per- 
celved the house, which we had lodged in, was 
a solitary dwelling upon a dreary moor, but 
well did it accord with the gloomy presages 
Which overwhelmed my foreboding ~ heart. 
With the woman, who officiated as mistress. 
I was disgusted :. there was a want of delicacy 
* her observations which 1 could not bear ; 
ne upon remarking it to my husband, he 
aughed at my scrupulous niceness; gnd called 
Me a frudish girl. 


“ Ewa.days were spent in this drgary habita- 








tion without seeing a creature, except the wo- 
man who was my aversion, and the servant maid. 
At Edward’s request I had written to Lady 
Charlotte, and the man was ordered to wait for 
her reply ; but instead of his returning with it, 
an express arrived fromthe castle, on the se- 
cond night, containing the melancholy intelli- 
gence of my beloved “benefactress’s sudden 
death. 

“ Po describe the sensations I experienced 
at hearing this appalling intelligence would be 
impossible. I trembled with apprehension lest 
her solicitude on my account had occasioned 
her death; for never did mother love a child 
with greater affection than she had uniformily 
displayed. My husband likewise testified sor- 
row, and ordered the Aorses to be instantly pre- 
pared. * Horses /” I exclaimed, “ for heaven's 
sake take me with you, and let me once more 
behold my beloved protectress and friend!’ 
To accompany him, he assured me, would be 
impossible, as he must send fourteen miles to 
procure a chaise, and in that time the servants 
would have an opportuniry of stripping the 
house of all the valuables it contained ; but he 
faithfully promised to send a carriage, at an 
early hour on the following morning ; and in a 
hurried manner, took leave. 

“ Pure as was the life of the amiable Lady 
Charlotte, yet she could never even bear to re- 
flect upon the moment when it was to be 
brought to a close, or be persuaded to make 
her will. Her nephew was well aware of this 
peculiarity, yet fancied her affection for me had 
conquered a repugnance which she had felt; 
but it was necessary to be convinced whether 
he was right or wrong in his conjecture, be- 
fore he determined in what manner he should 
act. Alas! he discovered that I was poor and 
pennyless, for no wil/ was to be found, and from 
this omission he became master of all her 
wealth. . 

* Instead of a carriage ready to convey mo 
to the castle, I received this distressing letter 
by the groom.’ So saying, she drew a paper 
from her pocket and put into my hand, and whilst 
I was persuing it, the fair mourner sat drowned 
in tears. 


‘TO MISS ELIZA R 





«“ Prepare yourself, my dear Eliza, fora piece 
of intelligence which will wound your heait: 
although you were no stranger to the singu- 
larity of that amiable woman whose loss we de- 
plore. Vo will is to be found, or even a me- 
morandum to entitle you to the slightest sup- 
port; of course, I am heir to all the property 
which her ladyship possessed. This, my swect 
girl, might afflict you, werc you not certain of 
sharing all I enjoy by this event; but whilst 
your Edward is master of a guinea, that guinea 
will be at his beloved’s command. 

“TI have, it is true, Eliza, deccived you ; but 
my love was too violent to submit to disdain; 
and I was compelled toadopta stratagem which 
niy own heart condemned.—Pardon then, most 
adored of women, the trifling artifice which 


“*” 
‘ 








_— 


| has been used to induce you to gratify a pas- |f 


sion by which I was consumed. Matrimony 
to me has always appeared a ceremony institu- 
ted for the purpose of accomplishing the views 
of the interested, and gratifying the ambitious 
projects of artful‘ priests; but when Aonour 
binds, and affection stimulates, the independent 
mind rejects such deceptious snares ; and the 
heart selects an object on whom it can place 
its tenderness, without the priest haying re- 
peated an unmeaning form of words. 

“I have now dearest Eliza, given you my 
sentiments upon marriage; I will now make 
a declaration of love, and assure you that mine 
glows with greater ardour than it did at the 
moment I forced you from that habitation in 
which you had long been cherished with ma- 
ternal care. To return to that abode, however, 
at the present period, would be injudicious, as 
my mother and sisters are here, who, they im- 
agine you voluntarily placed yourself under, 
my protection, might not treat you with that 
reshect you deserve. Mrs. Morris, however, 
has orders to pay you every attention. The 
moment the ceremony of the funeral is over, I 
shall fly to you upon the wings of love, for the 
purpose of arranging our future plans. 

“© Adieu, my beloved Eliza, 
“ Believe me your truly devoted, 
“ EDWARD L———.” 


Villain!” I exclaimed : “ Accursed villain !” 
folding up the letter, and returning it to the 
miserable being to whom it was addressed. 
“And how did you act, my poor Eliza,” said I, 
taking her trembling hand. “ Act!” she re- 
peated, “I flew from my persecutor, and re- 
solved to implore relief from my friends : but, 
alas ! the heart of my father was stceled against 
me, and he inhumanly turned me out of his 
house. The tale which my abandoned sedu- 
cer had circulated, too readily obtained belief; 
and those by whom I was caressed, during the. 
life of my benefactress, held up their fingers at 
me, and cried out shame ! 

* One being, notwithstanding, pitied my mis- 
fortunes, and implicitly believed my tale; but 
my little money is all spent, she is unable to 
support me, and this morning I quitted her 
humbiec dwelling for the purpose of soliciting 
relicf.” 

Here the ill-fated girl closed the melancholy 
narrative. I drew from my pocket book a bank 
note, and putting it into her hand, said, “ My 
dear Eliza, I, like that villain Edward, have 
an amiable aunt, to whom I. will relate your 
history, and who, I am persuaded, will become 
your friend ; in the mean time ¢Aat will be suf- 
ficient to supply your present necessities, and 
prevent you from becoming a burden to the 
good creature in whose house you reside.” 

She gazed upon me with a mingled look of 
gratitude and astonishment; then fervently rais- 
ing her eyes, she exclaimed, “ Oh, God! make 
me grateful for this unexpected, this welcome 
relicf!” A waiter at this moment entered, and 
informed me that company wanted the room. 
I shook Eliza by the hand, promised she should 
hear from me, and walked into the court yard. 
My attention was instantly attracted by a cor-- 
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pulent figure, who was seated on @ bench, ex- 
patiating upon the venality of ministers, and 
the corrupt measures which were pursued ; 
when,turning his head,for the purpose of reject- 
ing the fruits of smoaking, he exclaime:, “I 
told you I saw her go into the house! that’s 
her, Master Barkworth; yes, yes, madam’s 
pride is now pretty low. Where are all her 
silks and satins,I wonder? Wihiy I would not 
give five shillings for all the clothes upon her 
back ; but no matter, ‘tis good enough for such 
strumpets. I'd have’em ell treated like Jane 
Shore.” 

“Poor thing ! poor thing !”’ replied his more 
humane companion. “Indeed, Mr. Morris, 
you be toohard: who knows whater¢s the squire 
made use on to undo the young girl: to be sure 
she was wrong to run away from my lady, and 
they say as how it broke her heart; but her 
time was come, or it would not have happened, 
for the Scriptures tell us a spatrow does fot 
fall without the appeintment of God.” 

“T tell ye she’s an artful jade; rejoined 
Morris, “ for ’twas she that took iz the young 
*squire; and when my lady lay dead at the 
castle, he ketched her-in bed with the groom.” 

Oh, malice, how fertile are thy inventions! 
How basely, how undeservedly is the charac- 
ter of an unprotected female traduced! I felt 
resolved, however, to vindicate ¢Aat of the much 
injured Aliza; and, drawing nearer to Morris, 


I said, “ Are you speaking of that young lady _ 


who has just quitted the yard ? 

“ Young lady,’ he repeated, ina satirical ac- 
cent.” “Young w——— would have been a 
more frofierer term. Yes, Ibe ; and what have 
you to say about her—is she any redation of 
yours 2?” “She is related to me by those ties 
which ought tounite usin the bonds of matual 
kindness and regard ; with her history { am in- 
clined to believe you are but little acquainted, 
or you would not have been so severe; how- 
ever, as I happen to know every circumstance 
from the moment of her being taken under 
Lady Charlotte’s care, I will, if you please, 
briefly relate them, and you will then find that 
you have been grossly deceived.” 

(To be continued.) 








THOUGHTS ON 
ORNAMENTING GRAVES WITH 
FLOWERS. 

(From an English publication.) 


— 


Unfeeling wit may scorn, and pride may frown, 
Yet fancy, empress of the realms of song, 
Shall bless the decent mode, and reason own 
It may be right-——for who can prove it wrong ! 
' MASON. 


SEVERAL travellers, who have visited the 
romantic regions of Cambria, have noticed a 
custom that prevails amongst the inhabitants 
of that country, of planting and strewing ever- 
greens and flowers on the graves of their de- 
ceased relatives. Butng one has written more 
pleasingly on this subject, than the Reverend 
Mr. Warner of Bath, who, to elegance of dic- 
tion and classic erudition, has added a tender- 
ness of sentiment that cannot fail to interest 
the reader. This gentleman is of opinion, that 
the custom alluded to is of very remote origin. 
Nor would it be difficult to trace from heathen 
writers, in what great veneration this duty was 
held, and with what rigid punctuality it was 
obseryed by the ancient Greeks: and Romans. 








It has indeed, afforded a fund of beautiful im- 
agery to the poets of almost every age. But, 
waving all researches into historic records, to 
prove the antiquity of this mournful rite, Ict 
us awhilé consider it in another poi:t of view. 

Though the rustic, whose little flock of goats 
climb the rugged heights of Plinlimmon, feels 
not his senses vibrate with the superstition of 
elder times, though the mysterious strains of 
Druids no longer rouse the torpid facultics to 
enthusiasm; yet the inborn instinct of the 
Cambrian’s soul, in a measure, still remains ; 
that fervor of imagination which taught the 
aborigines of Wales to revere the hallowed 
charms of the misletoe, even to the present 
day (though its effects may not be so power- 
ful as formerly) inspires their descendants. 
The flames of fanaticism, which it hath been 
the toil of ages to enkindle, will not immedi- 
ately subside. To this cast of superstition may 
be attributed their credulous belief in magic 
spells. This it is, which prompts them to a- 
dorn with flowers at certain seasons of the year, 
the graves of their departed kindred. But 
here their superstition shines in her fairest 
light; this her noblest work—a work, which, 
it would be well, if he, on whom the beams of 
Revelation shine, deigned but to imitate! 

Whilst paying this last said tribute to the 
manes of the dead, awed by the solemnity the 
shrines of mortality spread around inspire, the 
ideas must necessarily concentrate ; fancy 
wings her flight to heaven—perhaps memory 
will then recal the visions of departed days; 
the wretched mourner reflects how short a pe- 
riod has elapsed, since he, on whose inanimate 
relics his tears are falling, hastened to the self 
same spot, to perform the same funeral office he 
now himself requires | 

The hand that lifts the dibble shakes with fear, 
Lest haply it disturb the friend below. 

Tf, at this awful juncture, his mind suggests 
a recollection, that the disembodied spirit of 
the deceased hovers invisibly around the spot 
that incloses his mortal ashes, and beholds 
with pleasure this test of his survivor’s love ;— 
how is the weeping sufferer agitated !—the 
fine-strung chords of sensibility are wound to 
their highest pitch !—Start not, gentle reader, 
at the idea, that the soul may quit its aerial 
mansion, to view the deeds of man. Tell me 
not it is a superstition incompatible with rea- 
son—in all events “ it is an error sweet ahd 
lucrative.” 

Having thus remarked, how far this me- 
morial of affection, though sprung from super- 
Stition, tends to excite emotions of piety, Ict 
us briefly observe how great a contrast prevails 
in several cemeteries of England. 

It is a wish, naturally implanted in the heart 
of man, that when he shall have put off his 
fleshly robe, it may rest undisturbed in its pa- 
rent element, till the final day. 

When bone to its appropriate bone shall join, 
And at th’ Eternal’s high tribunal stand 
In full identity. 

Yet how sadly is this scene reversed in our 
village church-yards! instead of odoriferous 
plants the rankest weeds are permitted to grow 
upon the graves. How often is the traveller 
shocked to beheld an eyeless skull unhoused 
above the soil, whilst the curate’s cattle are 
quietly enjoying their pastime, and trampling 
up the turf. Whata violation is this of the 
sacred rites of sepulture ! 


Ye Englishmen ! who boast,.justly boast, the 
arts of refinement, deem it‘uot derogatory from 
rd 








your dignity to imitate, in this respect, », 
untutored neighbours. If ye do not stric 
observe each superstitious ceremony, pay 
least some regard to the calls of humanity, g 
remember it is almost the only means lei; 
by Providence to testify your veneration, 


the dead. 
Wariety. 


PER TILIOT LIE eee 


MARY MAGDALEN, 
COUNTESS DE LA FAYETTE. 


THIS lady was no less eminent for tj 
splendour of her talents, than the grande 
of her birth. She was the patroness of th 
fine arts, which she cultivated with singuj 
success. Her house was the resort of mey 
letters ; among whom may be reckoned Hi 
Menage, La Fontine, and Segrais. To 
celebrated Duke de la Rochefoucault she yy; 
attached by the purest ties offriendship. §j 
inspired in him the love of virtue: “ M. de} 
Rochefoucauilt,” she said, “ furnished me wi 
knowledge: but in exchange I reformed |} 
heart.”’ She was frequently heard to compa 
bad translators to “ servants who rendereds 
diculous the compliments they were entrust 
to deliver.” It was her favourite maxim, “ 
he who presumes upon his talents, howevg 
extraordinary they may be, proves himself up 
worthy of them.” Though accustomed daily 
to receive the praise of the ingenious and th 
learned, the observation which most flattere 
her was, that her judgment exceeded her 
and that her chief delight in every thing 
Truth. 








AFFECTION. 

NATURE is the nurse of sentiment,—t 
true source of taste ;~+yet what misery, as well 
as rapture, is produced by a quick perceptiag 
of the beautiful and sublime, when it is exen 
cised in observing animated nature, when ever 
beauteous feeling and emotion excites respom 
sive sympathy, and the harmonized soul sinks 
into melancholy, or rises to extasy, just as the 
chords are touched, like the olian harp agi 
tated by the changing wind. But how danger 
ous is it to foster these sentiments in such @ 
imperfect state of existence ; and how difficult 
to eradicate them when an affection for mam 
kind, a passion for an individual, is but the um 
folding of that love which embraces all thatis 
great and beautiful ! 

When a warm heart has received strong 
impression, they are not tobe effaced. Emo 
tions become sentiments; and the imagination 
renders even transient sensations permanent, 
by fondly retracing them. I cannot without 
a thrill of delight, recollect views I have seen 
which are not to be forgotten;—nor looks I have 
felt in every nerve which I shall never more 
meet. The grave has closed over a dear friend) 
the friend of my youth; still she is present 
with me, and I hear her soft voice warbling 4 
I stray over the heath. Fate has separated 
me from another, the fire of whose eyes, tem 
pered by infantine tenderness, still warms ™Y 
breast; even when gazing on these tremendous 
cliffs,* sublime emotions absorb my soul. Andy 
smile not, if I add, that the rosy tint of morn- 
ing reminds me of a suffusion which will nev- 
er more charm my senses, unless it re-appeats 
on the cheeks of my child. Her sweet blushes 
I may yet hide in my bosom, and she 1s still 
too young to ask why starts the tear, so near 
akin to plegsure and pain ! 


* The mountains of Norway. 
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CURIOUS WINE CELLAR. 


THE monastery of Arcadi, in the island of 
‘andia, surpasses every other part ofthe island, 
hough fertile in religious houses, both in the 
sumbers of monks, and the endowments of the 
onvent. It is supposed to be built on the spot 
here the ancient Arcadia once stood. The 
monastery itself contains nearly an hundred in- 
habitants, while about two hundred more are 
lispersed over the lands belonging to the 
onastery, and are employed in agriculture. 
he cellar is by far the finest part of the build- 
. It contains two hundred casks of wine, 
which the choicest is marked with the name 
f the superior, and no one may touch it with- 
t his permission. This cellar receives a 
olemn and annual benediction immediately 
fter the vintage. The prayer recited by 
e superior on this occasion is printed in the 
Greek ritual. It is as follows: ‘ Lord God! 
ho lovest mankind, look on this wine, and on 
hose that shall drink it; bless these vessels as 
hou hast blessed the wells of Jacob, the fish- 
bool of Siloa, and the beverage of thy holy 
postles. Lord, who didst condescend to be 
present at the marriage of Cana, where thou 
lidst manifest thy glory to thy disciples by 
hanging water into wine ; send thy holy spirit 
pn this wine, and bless it in thy-name.” 








ANECDOTES. 


AT dinner to day I happened to mention 
he tomb of Petrarch’s Laura, which I often 
yisited formerly in the convent where she was 
uried ; and of which I this morning, in vain, 
nquired the place. “ There is nothing singular 


in your disappointment,”’ said one of the party, 


‘the convent, in which her ashes reposed, is 
sold and demolished, and the chapel, in which 
a tomb-stone indicated her rest, is now trans- 
formed intoa stable of mules and of jack-asses. 
If you will take a walk after dinner, you will 
have an opportunity to deplore this shocking 
outrage offered to beauty and genius.” I ac- 
companied him: the chapel was inhabited by 
six mules and their drivers, as civilized and 
sensible as themselves, by two jack-asses, lay- 
ing down on the tomb-stone of Laura. It was 
without some difficulty, that we could remove 
them so far as to see that of the inscription, 
nothing remained but “Laura’ .......and ¢ re- 
quiescat in pace.” No! not even her remains 
have been left unpolluted by the abominable 
monsters, that revered nothing, either sacred, 
respectable or admirable. . 


oo 


_ THERE are three requisites to form con- 
Jugal happiness, prudenee, good-nature, and 
love Prudence and good-nature are very dif- 
ferent things, and not under command; but, 
whenever they appear, love iseas sure to follow, 
as the Chaise the horses. When this trio meet, 

4ppiness will grow with time, and like the 
oak flourish in old age. No decays of beauty, 
or ofhealth ; no mutilations of body, or wrinkles 
in the face can diminish it——Butif we look in+ 
to the world we shal! find the matches of this 
Oe he eesctiption almost as thinly scattered 

i¢ righteous men in Sodom. 





Vg . 
: AN eunuch of infamous character had caus- 
: the following inscription to be written above 
41s door : «& Let nothing bad enter this door.” — 


té ° 3 , 
And Where,” said Diogenes, ‘ shall the mas- 
cr of the house enter ?” 








A TRAVELLER was asked if he knew 


what was the best thingin this world? “ Lider- 
ty,” answered he. The most pleasant? “ Gain.” 
The least known? “ Good fortunc.”’ The worst? 
“ Death.” Who is the most happy man in the 
world ? “ The learned man, who has riches and 
knows the use of them.” The most unfortunate / 
“ The poor old man.” The most importunate ? 
“ The hard hearted creditor.’* The most dan- 
gerous? “ The ignorant fihysician.” The most 
worthy of compassion? “ Zhe liar who is not 
believed when he tells the truth.” 


BS eekly Qesrsewws. 
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WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 


— 


London papers to the 20th April brought by the brig 
Brazilian arrived at Newport, from Liverpool, furnish 
the following important articles. 

The expedition for America with 2000 marines on 
board, sailed from Plymouth, about the 15th of April. 

The Russian minister at the court of Denmark, has 
presented to his Danish majesty a letter from the em- 
peror of Nussia, desiring to have an immediate answer 
to the question, “ Whether Denmark will act with or 
against France ?” 

Straisund and Pomerania have been taken possession 
of by a body of Swedish troops. A second division, 
10,000 Swedes, sailed from Carlsham on the 24th March 
for Pomerania. A third and fourth division were to fol- 
low immediately, and the crown prince would accom- 
pany the fourth. 

The king of Prussia has by edict, abolished Bona- 
parte’s continental system. He declares “ that all re- 
straints under which commerce has hitherto suffered 
in the Prussian states, in consequence of the so-denom- 


inated continental system, are abolished, and thatthe , 


ships and goods of all friendly and neutral nations shall 
be freely permitted to enter into the Prussian harbors 
and territories, without any exception or difference. 
All French goods, either produce or manufactures, are 
on the contrary, totally prohibited, not only for use, 
but likewise to pass through our territories, or those 
occupied by our armies.” 

A letter from the Russian gereral Tettenhorn, dated 
HMamburgh, April 4, announces a great victory, over 
the French at the town of Lunenburg, in Germany, on 
the 2d of April—in which, the General stat+s, that 
with Cossacks and other troops, he had forced the 
grates of that city, and, by the bayonet in the streets, 
had taken and destroyed 3,500 men. 

By accounts from Barbadoes, we observe that the 
64th and 15th regiments of infantry, were about to be 
embarked for Halifax. 

Sir James Lucas Yeo, has arrived at Montreal with 
450 able and experienced scamen for the kes; and 
it is said 8 or 10 gun boats are to be built there imme- 
diately. 

Two schooners under command of licut. Petegrue, 
having on hoard 100 picked men under capt. Willough- 
by Morgan, of the 13th regiment sailed for the head of 
jake Ontario, for the purpose of seizing a quantity of 
public stores. On their arrival, they found the public 
stores guarded by 80 regulars; the guard retreated 
before our men landed; the stores were brought away 
and the public buildings burned. "The expedition re- 
turned on Tuesday last without loss. 

A letter from gen. Harrison, dated Head Quarters, 
Lower Sandusky, May 123th, to the Secretary of War, 
says, “ The enemy (indians as well as British) had en- 
tirely abandoned the neighbourhood of the Rapids — 
On the 10th and 11th inst. (he says) I caused the 
ground which was the scene of the action, and its en- 
virons to be carefully examined, and after the most di- 
ligent search, 45 bodies only of our men were discov- 
ered—amongst them was the leader of the detachment 
col. Dudley. No other officer of note fell in the ac- 
tion. Ihave strong reason to believe that a considera- 
ble number of the Kentuckians effected their retreat 
up theriver to Fort Winchestcr. The General then 








gives a statement of the killed and wountled in the 
seige of Fort Meigs, and the several sorties, which 
amount to 81 killed and 139 wounded. 

A letter from New-Orleans of the 19th ult. stateg, 
that the town of Mobile and the Fort, had surrendered 
to the American ftroops, without the /oss of a drop of 
blood on either side. 

On Monday the 24th inst. the first session ofthe 15th 
Congress convened at the city of Washington agreea- 
bly to adjournment—and chose for its speaker Henry 
Clay, Esq. The next day the President wansmitied 
his message, as usual, to both Houses of Congress, 
the length of which our limits will not permit us to 
publish. On the great hinge of the war, the President 
observes, ** The British cabinet must be sensible that 
with respect to the important question of impressment, 
on which the war so essentially turns, a search for, or 
seizure of British persons or property on board neu- 
tral vessels on the high seas, is not a belligerent right 
derived from the law of nations ; and, it is obvious, that 
no visit or search, or use of force, for any purpose, on 
board the vessels of one independent power onthe high 
scas, Can in war or peace be sanctioned by the laws or 
authority of another power.” 

The latest account from our frigates was that théy 
were at anchor 18 miles west of New-London, and the 
Hornet cruizing some distance ahead of them, having 
brought too a large inward bound ship. The Unite 
States’ mainmast had been struck by lightning, but the 
ship not materially injured. 

The annual Assembly of the Religious Society of 
Friends, held this week in our city, have been scri- 
ously occupied on the use of spirituous liquors 
in any other manner then as a medicine. We notice 
this to impress the minds of our readers with the im- 
portance of this concern, and, as one of the three 
greatest evils in our country, demands the greatest 
exertions to restrict or remove. 


-—_o___ 
—_— 








TO THE PATRONS OF THE MUSEUM. 


The first vol. (New Series) of the New-York Week. 
ly Museum, having been completed the Sd inst. the 
Editor respectfully returns his best thanks to his 
friends in the city and country for their patronage of 
the same ; especially to those who have rightly con- 
sidered the indispensable necessity of supporting a pe- 
riodical publication, by a punctual discharge of their 
semi-annual payments. As no ‘part of the Museum is 
taken up with advertisements it has of course no other 
support but its subscription—which, small as it is, is 
absolutely necessary for its support; therefore, it must 
be a condition in future, that all accounts over one 
year’s standing, be closed, or the paper stopped. 





Rapes. 
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MARRIED, 


Ry the Rev. Mr. M‘Clay, Mr. Levi Valentiae, to Miss 
Eliza Vahlieu. 

ty the Rev. Dr. Milledolar, Mr. John O'Hara, to 
Mrs. Susan Gardner. 

ty the Rev. Dr. Milledolar, Mr. Eli Benedict, of the 
firm of Platt and Benedict, to Miss Phebe Ketcham, 
both of this city. 

By the Rev. Dr. How, Mr. George Gillespie, of the 
house of Major & Gillespie, to Miss Elizabeth Man Dé 
Haert. 
aman 











| OGituary, 


DIED, . 

Mr. James Fairlie, jun. son of James Fairhe, Esq. 
aged 22 years. ; 

After a lingering illness, which she bore with chris- 
tian resignation, Mrs. Jane Waters, aged 22 years; 
wife of Mr. John Waters. 

Mr. John Gilman, after a lingering illness. 

Catharine-Ann Wright, daughter of Marshall Res 
bert Willkings. . 

Dr. Joshua J. Owen. 
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SSLat of THe Qsrruses, 


SURO CESSES COREE HE SESH EERE HERERO EEEEESESE BS 
* 


1°LL CLAIM MY MARY IN THE SKIES. 


FAREWELL, ye envied plains, farewell ! 
To me no longer are ye dear, 

For Mary, whom I lov’d so well, 
Affection’s yoice no more can hear. 


The fateful tomb now holds her form, 
And oft I weep o’er her sad urn ; 

But soon Pil seek the battle’s storm, 
For ne’er to me can peace return. 


Pil fly where war’s destructive roar 
Incessant pours its dire alarm ; 

For life’s fleet joys are mine no more, 
And earthly bliss has lost its charm. 


Butah! when mercy seals my doom ! 
When from my form the spirit flies ! 

ta realms of peace beyond the tomb, 
I'll claim my Mary in the skies ! 


PP 


LINES ON A ROSE, 


By request of a lady. 
YOU wish me, fair Anna, to write on the Rose, 
But will not accept of my efforts in prose ; 
In verse you shall have them, if kindly the muse, 
Could I your commands for one moment refuse ? 


For you, lovely fair one, the task I’ll pursue, 

But, believe me, dear girl, ’tis an emblem of you; 

No ficrist could ever its rival display, 

When his garden’s adorn’d with choice flowers.so 
gay. 


When its beautiful leaves are besprinkled with dew, 
Its fregrance increas’d, and still deeper its hue ; 
It looks so inviting, the prize, Anna, seize ; 


But let her keep the Rose, and give me the Heart’s-. 


ease. 
Ne 


a 
NANCY. 


SWEET are the charms of rising day, 
When zephyr gently blows ; 

Sweet is the smell of new-mown hay, 
And sweet th’ expanding rose. 


Sweet are the rural prospects round, 
Of still and waving wood ; 
Sweet is the dewy-spangled ground, 
’ And swect the murmuring flood, 


Sweet ’tis to hear the little birds 
Their morning worship pay ; 

And sweet to sce the lowing herds, 
Or sportive lambkins play. 


But sweeter are my Nancy’s charms,. 
Ah, sweeter far to me ; 

Couid I but clasp her in my arms, 
i'd e’er contented be. 


With her I'd tread these scenes below, 
'  <Andlive a wedded Ife ; 
Till death should give the fatal blow, 
And sever man and wife. 


And should she first be doom’d to share 
The deadly wound that’s given, 
* Toleave this narrow earthly sphere, 
. And wing her soul to heav’n— 


‘To her sad shrine, at fall of eve, 
My lonely course I’d steer, 

And there Pd flowery garlands weave). 
And shred the silent tear. 


‘Tis Nancy, by the geds I swear, 
To whom my heart is given ;. 
Ber smiles car banish every carey, 

And walt mv soulte keaven. 








POWER OF AFFECTION. 


“ Trifles, in themselves, 
Are, to the feeling heart, ¢ greater worth 
Than India’s richest gems.’ 


TOUCH’D by the magic hand of those we love, 
- A trifle will of consequence appear ; 
A flow’r, a blade of grass, a pin, a glove, 

A scrap of paper, will become most dear. 


And is that being happy whose cold heart 

Feels not, nor understands this source of joy ? 
To whom a trifle can ne joy impart, 

Who lose them, cast them by, deface, destroy } 


Yes, they are happy—if the insensate rocks, 
On which the ocean beats, or softly laves, 

Rejoice, that they are hurt not by the shocks 
Which hurl poor sailors to untimely graves. 


Yes, they are h4ppy—if the polish’d gem, 
On which the sun, in varied colours, plays, 
Rejoices, that its lustre comes from him, 
And glows with rapture to reflect his rays. 


Not else. Though hearts so exquisitely form’d, 
Feel agony a thousand diflerent ways ; 

Yet when by love or friendship’s power charm’d, 
One moment’s bliss, an age of pain repays. 


One kind approving look, one cheerful smile, 
Can from the mind each painful a blot ; 

The voice that charms us can all pain beguile,. 
List’ning, the world beside is all forgot. 


Tho’ sharp the pang which friendship slighted gives, , 
‘Tho’ to the eye fond tears may force their way ; 
The cause remov’d, when hope again revives, 
Light sits the * bosom’s lord,” und allis gay. 


True, when obliged to part from those we love,. 
’Tis like the pang when soul and body’s riven ; 
But when we meet, the spirit soars above, 
And tastes the exquisite delights of heaven. 


Be mine the feeling heart—for who would fear. 
To pass the dreary vale of death’s abode, 

If certain at the end they should be near, 
And feel the smile of a benignant God. 


SUM OILY. 


MARIA EDGEWORTH 

DESERVEDLY ranks high in the catalogue 
of literary females, who have been occupied in 
the useful task of improving the rising age ; 
and few appear more calculated for the em- 
ployment, though her abilities have not merely 
been confined to the instruction of youth.— 
The last of Miss Edgeworth’s publications is 
entitled “ An Essay upon Irish Bulls ;” from 
which the following humourous dialogue is 
taken, which may not be unentertaining to our 
readers ; 

‘“ Plase your honour,” says a man, whose 
head was bound up with a garter, in commem- 
oration of his having been at a fair the preced- 
ing night; “ plase your honour, its what I 
am striving at since six o’clock and before, 
this morning, becaase I’d sooner trouble your 
honour’s honour than any man in all Ireland, 
on account of your character, and having lived 
under your family, me and mine, twenty years, 
aye, say forty again to the back of that, in the 
old gentleman’s time, as I well remember de- 
fore 1 was éorn ; that same time [I heard tell 
of your own honour’s riding a little horse in 
grcen, with your gun before you, a grousing 








Over our fown-lends, which was the mi/Z and 


abbcy of Ballynagobogg, though it is now set 
away from me, owing to them that belied my 
father, to Christy Salmon, becaase he’s an or- 
ange-man, or his wife ; though he was once, 
(let him deny it if he can) to my sartin knowl- 


! 


“js not yet sinsible who L. am. 


_ have been another case; but any how, I hop 








edge, behind the hay-stack in Tullygore, sy, 
in a united man, by captain Alick, who y 
hanged. Pace to the dead, any how! w, 
not to be talking too much of that now, ,¢ 
for this Christy Salmon I should still be iy; 
under your honour.” 

“ Very likely ; but what has all this to 
with the present business? If you haye 
complaint to make against Ciristy Salm, 
make it; if not let me go home to dinner,” 

«« Oh, it would be too bad to keep your hoy 
from dinner ! but I’ll make your honour se 
ble immediately. Itis not of Christy Salnig, 
all that I’m talking about. May be, your ho, 
I am Px 
M’Doell, of the Currah;.and I’ve been a fig 
dresser and dealer sinee I parted your hong; 
land; and was last night at the fair of Clq 
aghhilty, where I was just in a quiet way thi 
ing of nothing at all, as any, man might, 
had my little yarn along with me, my wife g 
the girls spinning, and all just hoping to } 
them back a few shillings, as they des; 
none better, Well, piase your honour, g 
baste-lost a shoe, which brought me late to 
fair.; but not so late but whatit was as thro 
as ever, for you could have walked over t 
heads of men, women, and children, on footy 
on horseback, all buying and selling ; so ly 
be sure, thought no harm of doing the likeg 
I makes the best bargain 1 could of my lit 
hanks, for my wife and the girl ; and thea 
I sold them. to was just weighing them attk 
crane, and F standing forenet him—succes 
myself, said I, looking at the shillings 1 ¥ 
putting into my waistcoat pocket for my po 
family—when up comes the inspector, whom 
I did not know, I’il take my oath, from Adam 
no man couldn’t know, because he was the de@ 
uty-inspector, and had just been made, d 
which I was ignorant, by this book and all te 
books that were ever shut andopened ; but# 
matter for that, he seizes my hanks out oft 
scales, that I had just sold, saying they were ur 
Jawful and forfeit becaase, by his watch, it ti 
pust 40’clock, which I denied, plase your honol, 
to be possible, becaase not one, nor two, nit 
three, but all the town and country were sek 
ing, the same as myself, in broad days a 
when the deputy came up they stopped, whit 
I could not, by rasin I did not know him.—Sit 
says I, very civil, if I had known you, it would 





























no jantleman will be making it a crime td 
poor man to sell his little matter of yarn 
his wife and children after four o’clock, wha @ },, 
he did net know it was contrary to law a al Hy 
‘1 gave you notice that it was contrary toh) |. 
at Edgerstown,’ said he. Taxe your pardoh iy, 
sir, (said ],) it was my brother, for I Wa ¢, 
by. With that he calls me liar, and what 00 ,. 
and tekes a gripe of me, and a gripe of M 7 uy, 
flax ; but he had a shilala, and I had none, nt 
he gave it, me over the head, I crying murdely @ 5) 
murder! all the while, and clinging to th 7 
scales to save me; but they set a swingil) HM ). 
and I with them, plase your honour, till th 
bame comes down a tap o’the back o’my he 
and kilt me, as your honour sees.”—“ 1 8 
you are alive still, I think.”—< It’s not bs 
fault it I am, plase your honour, for he left me 
for dead, and I am as good as dead still; if'it 
be plasing to your honour, to examine ™Y 
head, you'll be sinsible I’m telling you nothing 
but the truth ; for your honour, I am surest 
never seen a man kilt as I was, and am, 
which I am ready, when conyanent, to swale 
before your honour.” 



































